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MACREADY’S FINAL PERFORMANCES. 

The return of Mr. Macready to the me- 
tropolitan boards possesses a two-fold in- 
terest, for it will be welcomed not only as 
the final nights of the greatest living actor, 
but as the reappearance of the regenerator of 
the stage. All those who look beyond the 
mere surface of things and would cherish a 
healthy stage, asa good benefit to society, 
must feel highly animated when they think, 
the man who has spent both time and mo- 
ney not only to stem the erring tide, but to 
turn its rapid downward progress to what is 
instructive, beautiful and sublime, has again 


come among us to pourtray the beauties of 


the finest authors. We need not refer to 
the scandalous treatment he has received in 
a country that boasts of its liberal spirit to 
give additional importance to the present 
occasion. The press generally, the public 
universally, have already unanimously ex- 
pressed their opinions. At the end of June 
next he is to terminate his professional la- 
bors; there is still time to see and appreci- 
ate the many characters he has created, the 
many plays he has made popular. Almost 
all the leading actors are sprigs from his 
stem, they have adopted his readings, and 
have achieved great success in most of 
those parts that he has rendered favourites 
with the town. For our own part we think 
it an event that cannot be invested with too 
great an amount of interest, and an oppor- 
tunity that will be taken by the public gene- 
rally to testify their approbation not only of 
his genius and his high moral character, but 
of the struggles he has made to inculcate a 
taste, the character of which would do honor 
to the British public. 








METROPOLITAN THEATR:S, _ 
HAY MARKED. 

Thelong looked for appearance of Mr. M icrea‘ly 
to these boards since his return from America took 
place on Monday evening in the character of Mac- 
beth; to give a faint idea of the enthusiastic recep- 
tion he met with on his entrance is impossible for 





ence in every part of the theatre, both ladies and 
gentlem:n, rose spontaneously from their seats to 
greet the actor, the scholar and the gentleman. We 
have witnessed many scenes in the theatres for the 
last forty years and upwards, but nothing in our re 
collection can be compared to the effect produced 
upon this occasion. In the welcome he received 
‘here was a peculiar sort of respectful enthusiasm, 
which distinguish it from other exhibitions of a 
similar description; it was not like afew persons 
applauding an actor in his usual way, and others 
following in the wake, here every one gave a hearty 
welcome on his own account. We shall abstain 
from making any remarks upon his acting, the pubs 
lic being so well acquainted with his great talent in 
the part of Macbeth. We shall not put our opinion 
in juxta position with the great actor, but merely 
state we were delighted and perfectly satisfied with 
what we saw, the same will apply to Mrs. Waner, 
who is a decided requisition to the company Mr, 
James Wallack played Macduff in a manner so effec- 
tive that we have not witnessed for years, he acted 
in a double capacity, for although the house was full 
at first price, the public desire to witness the per- 
form:nce was so grent, that they would insist of being 
admitted at the usual time of half pri-e, which created 
some confusion for atime, which Mr. Wallack had the 
happy knack of pacifying. Mr. Macready, Mrs. 
Warner, and Mr. Wallack, had the usual compliment 
paid them of b.ing called at the conclusion of the 
play. 
PRINCESS’S, 


The production of an English version of Mozart's 
yondrous opera of Don Giovanni,” the very men- 
tion of which conjures up a thousand recollections 
the unrivalled lyric artistes, by whom we have 
seen it performed, commenced the season at this 
theatre, Wehave «lways felt that it is with Mozart 
as it is with Shakspere,—nothing less than excel 
‘euce satisfies us us in the representation of their 
wo ks; the mighty spirit that dwels in them will 
not be evoked by a common spell; it is only the 
nasters of their art that can conmand it to appear 
ind give utterance to those sublime truths which 
speak to the heart and judgment, in the universa 
language of nature, M-. Harrisou’s vocalisation 
partakes of the faults of his acting; it is in refines 


_| ment, as regards the original music ; we are quite 


content with Mozart’s beauties, without having 
then gilded. Nevertheless he was particularly spi- 
rited ia the aria (in ch’ an dal vino)’ “ Keep the 
wive flowing,’ which was encored, as was the stree 
nade with the Mandoline accompainment, and also 
the eelebrat -d duett, (La ci darem), “ Give me thy 
hand,” with Miss Louisa Pyne. This young lady 
was the debutante of the evening ; she possesses a sos 





our pen to do, suffice it to say that the whole audi- 
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some characters, may be displayed to great advan- 
tage ; nor is she deficient in dramatic and vocal ex- 
pression; still her personation of the character of 
Zerlina, lacked the animation, and peculiar charms 
with which it is invested by Persiani and others. 
A little practice may, however, enable her to over- 
come this tameness: she was very warmly ap- 
plauded. 

Want of space compels us to defer the conclu- 
sion of this notice to our next number. 


SHAKSPERE CLUB, 


AND 
NORTH LONDON ATHENZUM 


On the 12th ultimo, we attended a performance 
here, but very great press of matter has compelled 
us to postpone a notice of it until now. 

The entertainments consisted of Spicer’s play of 
“ The Lords of Ellingham” and Selby’s burletta of 
** Boots at the Swan.’”’ We might perhaps say a 
few words with respect to the selection of the first 
piece from so many others of avowed greater merit, 
but when we call to mind that Mr. Gustavus V. 
Brooke was engaged in the piece when it was pro- 
duced at the late Olympic Theatre, we ought not 
perhaps to be so surprised at the choice, and we 
therefore forbear making any depreciatory remaiks 
on that head and proceed at once to a notice of the 
parties engaged in the representation of it. 

Dndley Latimer was very ably sustained by Mr. 
Raymond Carter. This gentleman by his correct 
elocution and perfect knowledege of stage business 
has long been an acknowledged favourite in the 
Amateur World and we trust he may lcng continue 
so. The part of Lawrency was personated by Mr. 
Henry Jennings, a gentleman almost new to the 
boards. ‘This character requires much study and 
great physique to render it effectually, and Mr. 
Jennings was evidently labouring under indisposi- 
tion or we have no doubt, from what we witnessed 
that the part wonld have been better played, but as 
it was we feel bound to award him great praise. 
Some portions of the Part were unevenly given and 
the elocution was faulty, but the manner in which 
the last scene was played deserves much commen- 
dation. The remorse of Lawrency on learning the 
death of Edith was very finely depicted by Mr. 
Jennings, but the recital of his hate to Latymer 
equalled anything we have heard at this Institution. 
It is a grand piece of declamation and before he had 
concluded it brought down great and deserved ap- 
plause. 

Walter Vivian was well played by a Mr. George 
although in some parts misinterpreted. 

The Conspirators were also ably represented by 
Messrs. Wilford, Dixon, Lake, Watts, Fredericks, 
and Taylor. Mr. Fredericks in particular deserves 
praise for the care and attention he paid to the 
“ business of the scene.” Hugh Kensell found an 
efficient representative in a Mr, Thomas Philli- 
brown; this gentleman with care would in time 
become a very respectable actor in the heavy line. 

The Edith of Miss Hastings was in every respect 
a finished performance. The superiority of this 
lady’s talents long since created her a great favou- 
rite here, but we hope soen to see her genius shi- 
ning forth in a better sphere. ‘The part of Marion 
Kensell, Ethelind, and Giovanni were respectably 
played by Mesdames Rosenheim, Wallack, and 
Clifford, 


In “Boots at the Swan,” the Friskly of Mr. 
Lewis was all that could be wished. Higgins was 
ably personated by Mr. Fredericks. Pippin in the 
hands of Mr. Raymond Carter required more comic 
spirit infused intoit. Miss Hastings was the Miss 
Moonshine which we need not say was well played. 

The ladles, with the exception of Miss Hastings 
did not know a line of their parts, therefore do not 
deserve notice. 


NATIONAL HALL. 
HLBORN VOCAL CONCERTS. 


The first of these concerts came off on Wednesday 
last the 3rd inst., and although the weather was un- 
favourable there was a good attendance to hear the 
fine Madrigals of our forefathers of the 14th & 15th 
centuries; the performance of this class of music 
was more perfect than any thing of the kind that has 
been put before the public; the pianos and fortes, 
the Crescendas and Diminuendas, which ,form the 
secret charm of music were perfect. In addition to 
these there were some excellent solos, many of which 
like the Madiigals were encored. Mrs. Temple, 
Miss Atkinson, and Mr. Field, the popular Musical 
Lecturer, were prominent in this class: we recom- 
—_ our friends to pay a visit to the National 

all. 








A. B.—We have already stated that Mr. S. Coyne is 
the author of the farce entitled “ Separate Main- 
tenance.” Our opinion of Mr. Coyne’s great 
ability as a farce writer, is already upon record in 
these pages. 

Mr. Macready was born in 1795. We forget the 
month, and decline to settle wagers. 

W. B.—Mr. Percy Melville reads a part according 
to our judgment, with great skill and effect; his 
father (as our correspondent very justly states), 
is also a very admirable actor. 

James Bices.—Certainly not; it is always under- 
stood that Jago sTeaAus the handkerchief without 
her consent or privity. The passage quoted by 
Mr. Biggs is denuded of its last line in the acted 
play; as Shakspere wrote it the last line is 

“ Ev’n from the east to the west.” 

YanKEE.—The last part acted by Mr. Young was 
Hamlet; Mr. Macready onthat occasion acted 
the Ghost, and Miss Kelly Ophelia; the Polonius 
was Mr. Charles Mathews sen. 

A Sprite.—The pantomimes for the forthcoming 
season are written by Rodwell for Drury Lane, 
Nelson Lee for the Olympic, Blanchard for the 
Marylebone and Victoria, and a fresh candidate 
for histrionic honours for the Surrey. 

We have received a very polite letter from a corres- 
pondent dated St. John’s Wood, inquiring as to 
the health of our old and esteemed friend Mr, 
Betty, formerly so well known in theatrical circles 
as “ Master Betty ;” we have the gratification of 
being able to state that “ Master Betty ’’ is in the 
enjoyment of excellent health. 

Epwin.—We do not know the age of Mr. E. F. 
Saville, but suppose he is about thirty-four ; Mrs. 
E. F. Saville is a very clever lady, and in private 
life as much respected, as on the stage she is es- 
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AmATEUR.—We understand the gentleman alluded 
to, has retired from the establishment; Mr. 
Pymm was a very good actor, and always much 
liked. Amateur is quite correct in supposing 
— Elton (real name Elt) has frequently acted 

ere, 

C. Wittrams.—On the 23rd of November, 1317. 

Grorcge W.—All our back numbers are now in 
print. 503 may be had of our publishers. 

C. S$, $.—The present prices of admission at Sad- 
ler’s Wells, have not been altered since Mr. 
Phelps has been connected with the theatre: we 
cannot do better than refer C. S. S. to our His- 
tory of that popular establishment. 

J. Meap.—We have received the subscription and 
the Journal shall be sent regularly. We are 
much surprised at your newsman objecting to 
procure it for you weekly, 

J. M. (Birmingham.) —We thank you for the infor- 
mation. In future you will have a copy by Fri- 
day morning at the latest. 

Dramaticus.—How long is it since Mr. Henry 
Betty first appeared on the stage? We think 
near twelve years, to the best of our recollection. 

W. Brown.—Where did Tom Thumb first appear 
in public? At the Egyptian Hall, afterwards at 
the Lyceum Theatre. 

A SusscriseR.—When will the volume of the 
‘« Theatrical Journal’? be finished? The last 
number ef the present volume will be on the 26th 
of December. 

W. S. Hasrison.—It is our intention to give a 
memoir of the talented actor you name before the 
opening of Drury Lane. We are oblized by the 
compliment paid us in other respects, and shall 
endeavour to deserve your good wishes. 

CanTAB appears tohave many essential qualifi- 
cations for the stage, according to his statement; 
in answer to his questions, first, we would under- 
take to get the introduction ;—secondly, No;— 
thirdly, No, perhaps half the sum, it all depends 
on the talent you possess. 

C.J.—We have the whole of the Journal by us, 
price 43. 6d. each volume unbound, 

Hersert.—Is thanked ; we sha'l give insertion to 
the letter in our next, and attend to his request. 
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SHELLEY’S TRAGEDY OF THE CENCI. 
(To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal). 


Sir,— Before I proceed to a consideration 
of the tragedy I have chosen as the subject 
of this letter, let me say a word respectin 
the little controversy between myself a 
Beta, and I shall then drop the discussion 





harshly, or rather slightingly treated by some 
of your correspondents in No. 512; his views 
are at variance with mine, but he has ex- 
pressed them courteously, and expressed 
them well, and I will ever grant to another 
that impartial and generous hearing which 
I claim for myself; I believe my own views 
to be the correct ones, but in this world of 
weakness and error let none presume. I 
will admit with Beta that the word sneering 
as applied to his letter isincorrect. I think 
he undervalues living genius, but to sneer at 
God's best work were a crime—he is not 
guilty of that crime. 

‘Cursed be the line, how well so ’ere it flow, 

That tends to make one honest man my foe.’’ 

Tt has been whispered abroad that Mr- 
Phelps intended to produce Shelley’s tragedy 
of the Cenci; sir, I respect the memory of 
that fated poet, and I admire his genius, I 
will admit that, that which is most objection- 
ble in his writings was dictated by a love of 
truth, and aheart big with benevolence for 
the whole human race, but a cloud hung 
over the youthful poet, evil spirits whisp- 
ered to him forbidden thoughts, he stood 
erect in the consciousness of strength, and 
defied heaven ; darkness gathered over hin, 
the lightning flashed, the bolt fell, the thun- 
der reverberated over the troubled lake, and 
when the cheering sunshine next kissed its 
waters, the poet had perished. Peace be to 
his spirit, but we must utter truth, the in- 
cense of flattery to the pure spirit, is as the 
stench of all the corruptions of the earth to 
human life, horrible and deadly. 

Then, speaking in the spirit of truth, I 
trust that if the manager of Sadler’s Wells 
Theatre, does contemplate the representa 
tion of this fearful tragedy, that he will 
abandon the project. Count Cenci is a libel 
on humanity, a creation almost too horrible 
even for madness, a wretch sunk into the 
deepest abyss of unnatural guilt, stained with 
the blood of his children, uttering blasphe- 
mous thanksgivings to God for their de- 
struction, and finally revelling in the hideous 
filthiness of a crime, almost too frightful for 
utterance. Such is the principal male cha- 
racter of the play, and what are its leading 
incidents? A father from a mere love of 
sin, and an ambition to be earth's greatest 
criminal, crowning a long catalogue of op- 
pressions and murders by dishonouring his 
own daughter. That daughter and her mo- 
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sleep, and then, the deed being discovered, _ Cenci. (filling a bowl with wine), 
condemned to perish on the scaffold. These | O ‘ou bright wine, whose purple splend -ur leaps 


. : te | And bubbles gaily in this golden bowl 
things are not slightly touched, there is no Yider the lamplight, as my spirits do, 


attempt to veil the horror, the hideous tale | To hear the death of my accursed sons! 


stands boldly forth, garnished with poetry | Could I believe thou wert their mingled blood, 


and emblazoned by blasphemy ; roses indeed 
are sometimes thrown upon the rotting 
corpse but their perfume is overpowered by 
the reeking poison arising from that loath- 
some thing. 

Now, sir, I ask is this play fittirg for 
representation ? will men and women, and 
— girls in the sweet freshness of personal 

eauty and mental purity sit passively in 
the full glare of light to hear imaginative 
descriptions of the most hideous of incests? 
No, sir, if the tale must be told let it be 
whispered in darkness to the solitary and 
shuddering listener ; if such a criminal ever 
should arise, let him be driven forth to herd 
with his fellow beasts, with the savage tiger 
and the poisonous serpent, and let his deed 
and himself be forgotten amongst men. 

Let me be understood. I am writing 
against the play not against the author. 
I am convinced if Shelley had but have 
lived ten years longer he would have 
wished to cancel and obliterate this work 
of his youth; he would have regarded 
it as a strange dream arising from shattered 
nerves and a mind labouring under occa- 
sional disorder; a leprous excrescence of 
his muse to be atoned for and forgotten. 
How differently did our sublime Shakspere 
ever write, always with humanity, sometimes 
indeed, beyund it; but never never against 
it. Tales of crime and suffering and hor- 
ror, did he embellish with his great genius, 
but they make us grieve for humanity, not 
turn in shuddering terror from it. Alas ! 
Shelley what a fate was thine, to perish in 
the early summer of thy life; how would 
maturity have corrected thy wild fancies 
and rendered the wanderings of thy erratic 
genius; thou hast left a name thy country 
will always remember, but thou mightest 
then have left a name they should eternally 
revere. 

Lest those who are unacquainted with this 
tragedy should think my censure unjust or 
too severe, [ will extract a few passages 
which I think, considered in relation to the 
er of the drama, will quite justify my re- 

uke, The first is a speech of Count Cenci 
at a banquet which he has given that he 
may communicate to his family and friends 
the death of two of his sons, 





Then would I taste thee like a sacrament, 

And pledge with thee the migkty Devil in Hell ; 
Who, if a father’s curses, as men say, 

Climb with swift wings after their children’s souls, 
And drag them from the very throne of Heaven 
Now triumphs in my triumph !—but thou art 
Superfluous ; I have drunken deep of joy, 

And I will taste no other wine to night. 

The next extract is where the same fiend 
on his bent knees thus blasphemously, im- 
plores a curse upon his daughter.— 

“God ! 

Hear me! If this most specious mass of flesh, 

Which thou hast made my daughter; this my 
blood. 

This particle of my divided being, 

Or rather this my bane and my disease, 

Whose sight infects and poisons me ; this devil 

Which sprung from me as from a hell, was meant 

To auzht good use ; if her bright loveliness 

Was kindled to illumine this dark world ; 

If, nursed by thy selectest dew of love, 

Such virtues blossom in her as should make 

The peace of love, I pray thee, for my sake, 

As thou the common God and Father art 

Of her, and me, and all; reverse that doom ! 

Earth, in the name of God, let her food be 

Poison, until she be encrusted round 

With leprous stains! Heaven, rain upon her head 

The blistering dr ps of the Maremma’s dew, 

Till she be speckled like a toad; parch up 

Those love enkindled lips, warp those fine limbs 

To loathed lameness! All beholding sun 

Strike in thy envy those life darting eyes 

With thine own blinding beams!” 

The next extract is full of a dark horri- 
ble grandeur, powerful imaginative but alto- 
gether unfit for repetition on the stage; it is 
when in consequence of the murder of the 
Count, the warrant is brought for the execu- 
tion of Beatrice and her mother: Beatrice 
then breaks out into the following paroxsysm 
of grief.— 

“ Beatrice.—(Wildly) O 

My God! can it be possible I have 

Todie so suddenly? So young to go 

Under the obscure, cold, rotting, wormy ground ! 

To be nailed down into a narrow place ; 

To see no more sweet sunshine ; hear no more 

Blithe voice of living thing : muse not again 

Upon familiar thoughts, sad, yet thus lost— 

How fearful! To be nothing or to be— 

What? Oh,where am I? Let me not go mad! 

Sweet Heaven forgive weak thoughts! If there 
should be 

No God, no Heaven, no Earth, in the void world ; 

The wide, grey, lampless, deep, unpeopled world! 

If all things then should be—my father’s splrit, 

His eye, his voice, his touch surrounding me: 

The atmosphere and breath of my dead life 
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If sometimes, as a shape more like himself, 

Even the form which tortured me on earth, 
Masked in grey hairs and wrinkles, he should come 
And wind me in his hel!ish arms, and fix 

His eyes on mine and drag medown, down, down! 
For was he not alone omnipotent 

On Earth, and ever present? Even tho’ dead 
Does not his spirit live in all that hreathe, 

And work for me and mive still the same ruin, 
Scorn, pain, despair? Who ever yet returned 

To teach the laws of death’s untrodden realm ? 
Unjust perhaps as those which drive us now, 

Oh whither whither ?” 

The limits of a letter will not permit fur- 
ther quotation, but when I say that the 
whole play is of the same character with 
that which I have extracted, I think every 
well regulated mind will coincide with me 
when I assert that it is utterly unfit for the 
stage, and that every manager who pro- 
duced it would be guilty of a serious offence 
against society ; and I will here express my 
own belief that Mr. Phelps never did intend 
to produce it, for I have a high estimate of 
his judgment and the excellence of his in- 
tentions, and every wish to preserve that 
opinion. 

In an earlier part of this letter I have 
made a passing comparison between Shelley 
and Shakspere, but I will here compare him 
toa living poet, toa poet who has many 
points of resemblance to him, but, who, to 
my apprehension rises above him; I mean 
Philip James Bailey, the author of Festus, 
Bailey has the same luxuriant fancy as 
Shelley, the same ot aspirations and ex- 
quisite thoughts, which in both remind me 
of sweet music heard from the depths of 
some vast forest, which nature in a liberal 
mood had dotted with wild gardens; but in 
imagination, in vast philosophical concep- 
tions, in deep thoughts, and in the sublime pu- 
rity of his spirit, Bailey stands far higher 
than Shelley. Bailey could, but never would 
have written the ‘‘Cenci.” I conclude this 
letter with a wish that I have said nothing 
unjust to the memory of poor Shelley, with 
all his faults he was one of Nature’s own 
poets, but I could not permit my admiration 
of his genius to interfere with my ideas of 
justice. LEGION. 


(To the Editor of the Theatrical Journal.) 


Sir,—I have read with some interest 
letters from your correspondents LEGion 
and Bera, wherein the former advocates 
the cause of the unacted drama and the 


latter takes up the adverse side. What- 
ever may be the critical ability of the con- 
troversialists, your candid readers must 
certainly award the palm of greater gen- 
erosity to Legion, I hope his name is sig- 
nificant of the number of those who think 
with him, and that they “are many.” All 
that Legion appears to contend for on be- 
half of the unacted, is, that they should 
not be condemned unheard; but should 
have “ aclear stage and no favyour,”’— 
whereas Beta damns them all in a heap, 
and for no other reason, that I can percieve 
save that they are unacted. Ifthe unacted 
had been tried and found wanting, there 
might be some reason in Beta’s condemna- 
tion of them, though there would be little 
good feeling had the stage always adopted 
Beta’s mode of judgment, all our acted 
dramatists must have remained unacted ; 
for there is hardly one of them whose suc- 
cess has not been owing to his better luck, 
rather than than to his better deserving, 
in respect to his less fortunate brethren. 
An acted dramatist may drsire to keep down 
the unacted; or one unacted dramatist, 
despairing of being acted, may sacrifice 
himself and his brethren, at the shrine of 
the idols of the stage; but, I beleive that 
the public in general symhathizes with the 
unacted dramatists? and respects them for 
their efforts under discouragement. I also 
beleive that full justice will sometime be 
done to them, and that the public will not 
suffer the question to be prejudged by in- 
dividuals who may be prejudicial in their 
opinions ; but wil, one day, judge for it- 
self, and pronounce its verdict of favour or 
condemnation according to the tried merits 
of the parties. 
Your’s &. 
A Friend to fair play. 
THE MAN ABOUT TOWN. 


Well Mr. Editor, I dare say you wondered where 
I’d got to, and well you might, for I declare I’ve 
not shown a head in the City for the last fortnight, 
having visited new Bartlemy on the first and final 
evenings, and hung out at the Crown and Anchor, 
till I was walked out by the Bluebottles, and what 
is’still worse lost my neat piece of musiin (who at that 
moment was looking unutterable sweetness) at the 
foot of Wombwell’s menagerie, after standing to 
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rous other etcetras, to the amount of three half 
crowns; I leave you to guess my state of mind 
when I mounted the steps, and arrived at the 
knocker, the sound of which thrice repeated brought 
the domestic to the door, and which she did not 
forget to bang Joudly, almost before I had deposited 
my carcass inthe passage. The landlady not ex- 
pecting me home peeped over the stairs and put- 
ting a question to Rebecca was answered to the 
following effect, ‘‘ I’s only the back parlor, ma'am.” 
Lecking my bed-room door, a feat which I always 
perform as soon as possible on purpose to keep out 
thieves and servant maids, I sat on the corner of 
the bed for near two hours, mourning over the mi- 
sery of single blessedness, cursing my carelessness 
and calling myself a fool for doing the agreeable 
and suffering the object of my attentions and the 
receiver of a good portion of the contents of my 
breeches pocket to be literally dragged from my 
side, and for all I know, deposited between a baker 
and a chum, or perhaps turned topsyturvy into the 
cavity of one of the diggings so numerous in the 
Shepherdess Fields. However there was no re- 
medy for the mishap, and the Black Bottle went to 
work and ‘cold without,” and cheroots were im- 
bibed by your humble servant to a pretty considera- 
ble extent. The consequence was that at a quarter 
before five, when the candle had reached the socket, 
I with difficulty, and after several unsuccessful at- 
tempts, reached the pil!ow, but all to no purpose: 
not a wink of sleep could I get though I was tired 
asadog. At ten minutes before eight came three 
distinct taps and Rebecca put under my door a let- 
ter, the contents of which were so important as to 
compel me to leave by the next train for Manches- 
ter, a8 my presence was required ona matter of 
vital impoitance. With an intdlerable pain in my 
cranium, and a pair of stiff-standers that never felt 
so much unlike flesh and blood, I then rose and 
crawled to the Station. What would I not have 
given on that morning for a pair of respectable pro- 
perly rested legs, what a mine of usefulness they 
would have been to me, but the evening’s amuse- 
ment would not bear the morning’s reflection, and a 
too plentiful absorption of “ strong unsweetened,” 
had frequently made my understanding unsteady ; 
Miserable was my journey, at least so far as 1 
travelled in a state of insensibility, for at Watford 
I went fast asleep and in a fevered dream I saw 
Webster doing Macbeth, and Keeley Lady Macbeth 
with Phelps and Hoskins tripping the polka in the 
centre of one of the cauldrons. In one of the 
‘weird sisters,” (witches) I beheld the nice piece 
of muslin who had disappeared so suddenly from me 
on the night previous; there she was looking as 
fascinating as ever, her glossy black hair was still in 
ringlets, and her piercing eyes were fixed upon me, 
as if they read minutely my inmost thoughts. She 
laughed heartily, that laugh which is only known in 
Nisbett, and I was enraptured, I could no longer 
withstand the temptation. I rushed forward with 
the view of encircling her charming waist—there 
was &@ concussion and a violent smash, followed by 
loud laughter—TI had rolled against the door of the 
carriage and my wooden head had made an ex:zel- 
ent centre piece to a square ofplate glass. At the 
next station the guard gave me seventeen shillings 
change out of a sovereign, amidst the gigeling of 





my fellow travellers; and I sat on thorns during the 


remainder of the journey, regarding myself as a 
masculine Miss Vincent, or in other words a * vic- 
tim of undeserved persecution.” The grown folks 
pitied my misfortune, the boys made remarks one to 
another, and the young ladies whispered to their 
mamas, and no one could have believed me ever to 
have been the admired of Cremorne, the lion of the 
Casino, the clipper of the Bowling-saloon, the visi- 
tor everywhere, one who sees everything and every- 
body, or to sum up all these, the MAN ABOUT T OWN. 
However all miseries must have an end and six 
o’clock found me finishing my tea in the town of 
Manchester, and getting ready for a visit to the 
Tueatre Royal. 


ORIGINAL ANECDOTES 


oF 
MEN AND MANNERS OF PAST YEARS. 
By OXoniAN. 
Prepared for the ‘* “Tuzatricat JOUuNAL.” 
(Continued from page 282). 

THE DUKE oF CLARENCE AND THE 
SHOEMAKER’S Son.—The retort courteous.— 
It is always considered customary that 
when a peer of the blood condescends to 
honour a civilian with his society to din- 
ner, that the royal guest shall have the 
privilege of inviting those only, whom it 
is their wish to meet at table. When his 
late Majesty, William IV., (then Duke of 
Clarence), was with his ship at Plymouth, 
he accepted an invitation to dine with the 
worthy rector of a neighbouring villiage, 
who had been his former tutor: the latter 
presuming on the familiarity of his ac- 
quaintance with the Duke, so fer over- 
stepped the bounds of propriety, as to in- 
vite, without asking permission of his royal 
guest, a certain captain Vernon of the 
Royal Navy, his intended son-in-law, and 
a scion of a very old family. The Duke 
was much anneyed at his presence: and 
took every opportunity (regardless of the 
feelings of his host), of insulting Captain 
Vernon, who bore all with the most patient 
resignation. At length on venturing to 
disagree with the Duke on some point of 
naval etiquette, the latter broke out with 
“you must be a great fool, sir; pray, what 
was your father?” Surprised at the ab- 
ruptness and incivility of the question, 
Captain Vernon satirically replied with 
much coolness, ** My father was a shoe-" 
maker, your Royal Highness.” “ And 


pray, sir,” said the Duke of Clarence, 
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“why didn’t he make you stick to his 
trade.” “ Why, your Royal Highness,” 
promptly answered the Captain, “ the rea- 
son is very evident; I have the misfortune 
to bea younger son, and as your Royal 
Highness was pleased to term me, a great 
fool; and it is commonly known that in 
England the sons and the greatest fools 
of a family,” (bowing to the Duke who 
was in his naval uniform), “are always 
placed in the Royal Navy. 


Tae Royat Parents.—A change in the 
position of affairs.—The mention of the 
name of the Duke of Clarence, brings to 
our recollection a little bon mot of one of 
the Fitzclarences, sons of his Majesty by 
Mrs. Jordan, who are well known for their 
haughty insolence, and illiterate bragga- 
docio. On one occasion he was dining 
with a party of gentlemen, amongst whom 
was a late celebrated naval author, who, 
however, was not a good carver, and pas- 
sed a dish that was before him to his next 
neighbour. On observing this, Lord 
Fitzclarence, who was sitting at the other 
end of the table, called out in a very pom- 
pous manner, “ My Royal father used to 
say, that the true test of a gentleman was by 
his being able to carve well.” “ And 
pray,” called out the Captain, “ what used 
your Royal Mother to say.” Even cour- 
tesy could not restrain the roar of laughter 
which followed this impromtu and palpa- 
ble hit. 


THEODORE Hookx.—The Contrast.—The- 
odore Hook being in company where he 
had made a bet to say something humour- 
ous in rhyme respecting every person pre- 
sent, on Mr. Winter, the late chief col- 
lector of taxes, being announced, Hook 
made the following impromptu : 

Here comes Mr. Winter, collector of taxes,— 

I advise you to give him whatever he axes ; 

I advise you to give it without any flummery, 

For, though his name’s Winter, he acts very 

summary. 

A good memory.— Hook’s powers of 
memory were of the most powerful cha- 
racter ; it was on the same evening as the 
above, that he won a wager by repeating 
the name and occupation of the occupant 
of every house in Oxford Street, in regular 





order, from only having particularly no- 
ticed them once, whilst passing through 
the street on that identical day. 

THe Worip.—A simile.—The world is 
like a large plum-pudding. There is an 
abundance of fruit in it too; but somehow 
it does not appear to be well mixed or stir- 
red ; for we daily see some who cut a slice 
and get nothing but the dough; while 
others with less brains, but born to good 
luck, obtain all the plums. = H.M.M. 


(To be continued.) 








PROVINCIAL, 


MANcHESTER.—T'heatre Royal.--Mr. Macready 
gave us one of his finest and best specimens of act- 
ing on Wednesday night, in the character of King 
John. Nothing could be more powerful than the 
scene where he proposes to Hubert the murder of 
Prince Arthur, and the dying scene. In the former 
the mental struggle of ambition,—horror of the 
murder,—self abasement in making known his de- 
signs to Hubert, and fear lest the latter should 
shrink from carrying them out, was finely pourtrayed 
while the dying struggle was given with painful 
fidelity; we have no other actor that cau give so 
much force and power to the author’s meaning as 
Mr. Macready; it is the very acme of perfection. 
Mrs. Weston’s Lady Constance was also a talented 
specimen of the injured woman; she frequently 
gave proofs of a refined miud; her scenes with 
Prince Arthur were given with considerable pathos 
and feeling. Mrs. H. Cook as Hubert showed us 
he has talent of no mean order when he takes pains. 
Mr. Salter as the Cardinal displayed cons:derable 
judgment; altogether the play was exeeedingly 
well performed. On Thursday Mr. Macready’s per- 
formance of Richelieu brought a bumper; he is seen 
to great advantage. We have not space to enume- 
rate the many great traits he displays in this exeel- 
lent part. Perhaps his greatest part is Lear, and 
to our taste he displays a greater portion of intense 
feeling than any other character; his Hamlet is un- 
questionably the most 1efined piece of acting on the 
stage, but it is a character not altogether under- 
stood by the million. 

MancueEster.—Free Trade Hall.—Concert for 
the People.—We visited this hall on Monday last, the 
8th inst., and were highly delighted to see so nume- 
rous an attendance. Amongst the pieces selected was 
the madrigal ‘* Down in a flowery vale,’ which 
was most admirably snng by the principals—viz. 
Mrs. Sunderland, Miss Morris, Mr. G. Cooper, 
Mr. Isherwood andchorus. We particularly noticed 
the song “‘ In this old chair my father sat,’’ which 
was very effectively and tastefully sung by Mrs. 
Sunderland, and well deserved the Joud applause and 
encore which it received. ‘lhe solo and chorus, 
‘* Now tramp over moss and fell,’’ was well received. 
Mr. W. Pigot sang his old favourite “The Merry 
little fat grey man,’’ which was given in such good 
style, that it could not fail to please. It was followed 
by the Buffo song of “ Bluebeard,’’ each of which 
elicited roars of laughter from all parts of the house. 
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Dovor.—During the past week our house has 
been extremely well attended, mainly owing to the 
clever acting of Mr. J. L. Thornto: who bas been 
“ starring” here with considerable success. ‘The 
style of management adopted by Mr. FE. [olmes 
the lessee, deserves much praise. 

Guiascow.—Our Theatre Royal opens on the Ist 
of next month under the continued superintendence 
of our old and respected manager, Mr. Alexander. 
A highly efficient company has been engaged. 

GLascow.—Prince’s.—Mr. E. Glover opens this 
splendid theatre on the Ist of next month. Mr. 
Rollinson is to be stage manazer. 

Dusiin. — Queens. — “ Masaniello’’ has been 
repeated to crowded houses ;—the hero of the 
drama, Mr. Reynolds is much admired. The 
worthy lessee Mr. John Harris merits every enco- 
mium for his shrewd and aciive management. 

Dar.incton.—Mr. Campbell opened our thea- 
tre for the season on Tuesday in last week: the 
house has been very well attended, and the per- 
formances please. 

Giascow.— New Queen's.—This theatre is adver- 
tised to open to-night, under the management of 
Mr. James Calvert. 

ASHTON-UNDER-LyNE.—Our theatre is to be 
opened on Monday next, October 15th, under the 
judicious management of Mr. W. S. Foster. 

LeicesTteR.—The benefit of our worthy lessee 
on Thursday last was honoured, and deservedly so, 
with an immense amount of success. ‘“ Romeo and 
Juliet” was performed amid tumultuous applause 
to a house literally crammed to the ceiling : charm- 
ing Mrs. C. Gill enacting Romeo in a manner which 
left us in a state of doubt as to whether most to 
admire the talents of the actress or the beauty of 
the lady. Mr. Gill is very much respected in this 
somewhat aristocratic neighbourhood. 

Patstey.—* Othello” was performed on Thurs- 
day last with great and well deserved applause; 
Othello and Desdemona were rendered with consum- 
mate ability by Mr. and Mrs. G. Brooke and the 
Jago of Mr. E. Glover, (lessee of the Prince’s 
Theatre, Glasgow,) was much and deservedly ap- 
preciated. Mr. Hustleby closes his season here on 
the 10th of next month. 

ArbroatH.—Egerton Wilks’s drama of “ The 
Seven Clerks” has made qnite a hit in our quiet 
little town and drew a capital house, for the benefit 
of Mr. Stoddart, on Monday in last week. 

Be.rast.—National Theatre.—The Theatre is 
now open under the active directioa of Mr. G. M. 
Heffernon, 


brightest ornaments in a peculiar line of characters 
—viz., the smart and pert chambermaids, and was 
a recipient of the Drury Lane Fund to the amount 
of £120 per annum. ‘This pension will, of course, 
be saved, but we hear that a favourite actress is 
realy to declare on the fund, and will be entitled 
to nearly the same amount; consequently, the fund 
will remain in statu quo. 

Miss Lucombe, M:. Sims Reeves, and Mr. Whit- 
worth are at Liverpool. The operas are ‘‘ Lucia 
di Lammermoor,”’ ‘* La Sonnambula,” and “1 Pu- 
ritani.’’ 

The Franconi Troupe are at the Amphitheatre, 
Sheffield, also Mr. Wallett, the celebrated clown. 

Mr. John Parry has given his new entertainment 
with the greatest success, at various places on the 
coast of Kent and Sussex, including Ramsgate, Do- 
ver, Deal, Folkestone, St. Leonard’s, Brighton, &c: 
he was called upon repeat it at Tunbridge Wells. 

Private THEATRICALS AT WINDsoR CASTLE.— 
His Koyal Highness Prince Albert honoured Mr. 
Charles Kean with an interview, at Osborn, on 
Thursday, relative to the private theatricals to take 
place at Windsor Castle next Christmas, by com- 
of her Majesty. 

Surrey.—A new domestic drama, by Mr West- 
land Marston and Mr. Bernard, is in rehearsal at 
this theatre, and will be produced on Monday week. 

Lonpon WepNEspAY ConceRrTs.—These egree- 
able reunions which gave such general satisfaction 
during the Jast season, under the able direction of 
Mr. Stammers, will be resumed on the 24th inst, 
Many important changes have been made, and all 
the available talent secured. Werr Formes, the 
celebrated German basso, who will return to Eng- 
land on the 15th of the present month, has been en- 
gaged for the entire ser:es; and Ronconi has pro- 
milsed his valuable aid for the opening concert. 
Altogether, from the activity and enterprise hiherto 
displayed by Mr. Stammers, we have every reason 
to anticipate a most agreeable series of vocal and 
instrumental performances. 

Mrs. Glover is engaged at the Theatre Royal 
Manchester. for this week ; we are informed it is her 
last engagement, previous to her retirement from the 
stage. In answer to numeious inquiries, we beg to 
state that we gave a memoir of Mrs. Glover some 
few weeks ago, in No. 508. We have heard it whis- 
pered that Mr. Macready will perform at Manchester 
again: we hope he may. 

The Murylebone Theatre was closed on Wednes- 
day week, it being the day set apart for humiliation 
and prayer in that district. 








OUR CHATTER=-BOX. 

The Shettield Theatre will open on the 15th of 
this month, under the management of Mr. Saville. 

Mr. Buckstone h s a piece ready for the Hay- 
market. 

Mr. Maurice Power, second son of the late 
Tyrone Power, died at Bath on the 19th of last 
month. The cause of his death was a severe cold 
caught from over exertion at the game of racquet. 

Mrs, Orger, who for many years was a member 
of the Drury Lane Company in its most palmy 
days, died at Brighton on Monday last. She had 
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retired from the stage, of which she was one of the 
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